The fJijlorie of 
Trince. Fayth,tel! mcnow in earneft,how came T Alf dfes 
Sword fohackt? 

Veto. Why.hehackt it with his Dagger, and faid he would 
fwearetruch outof£*w/<*Wbuthe would make you belecuc it 
was doncin fight.and perf-vadcd vs to do the like, 

far. Yca.and to tickle our nofes with fpéare-graUe,to make 
thcm bleeedc, and then to beflabberour garments with it, and 
fwcareitwas thebloodofcruemcn.I did that l did not this fea- 
uco ycates bcrore,! bluflit to hearc his monhtous deuifcs. 

Prin. O villaine,thou ftolefta cup of Sapke eighteene yeeres 
a<ro,and wcruaken with thc manner* and ctierfincc thou haft 
bfuflit cxtempore.thou hadft fire and fword on thy fidc,&yct 
thou ranftaway: whatinftinef hadft thou for it? 

Bar. My Lord,doc you feethefe meteors? doe you behold 
tliefe exhalations/ 

Princ. I doe. 

Bar, What thinlce you they portend? 
pri». HotLiuers.andcold Purfes. 

'Bar. Cholcr,my Lord.if rightly taken. 

Entcr Falfialffe. 

pri». N o,if rightly Mken,Halter.Hcrecetneslcane^,here 
comes barc-bone. Hownowmy fwectccreaturc of Bombaft, 
how long is’t ago,/^,fmce thou faweft thine ownc Krtec? 

Fal My owncKnee ? when I was about thy yeares (Hal) l 
was notan Eagles talent in thc waft: I could haue ereptinto a* 
ny Aldermas thumbe-ring: a plague offighmg and griekjt 
blaws atnan vp like abladder.Thc* villanou* newes abroad 
here was fir Ioh» Brahy from your Father : you muft goo to the 
Court in the morning. Tire fame mad felim«the 
and hee of Wales, that gaue Amamm the Baftinado, and made 
i/Äcuckold.andfwore the^/W/his truchegcman vpon 
the crolTe ofa Welch hooke j what a plague call you him. 

FalC. ^öJen Orren, thefame, and his Sonne in la w Mortvmer, 
and okl Nortkumberland, and the fprighly Scot of Scottes D** 
rias that runnes a horfc-back vp a hi1 perpendicular 
& Trin. Hee that ridcs at high fpced,and vvrtha Piftoll k 

Sparrow fly ing* pol. 




Urnit tbc fourth. 


FalC. You haue hit it. 

frm. So dkllie neuer. the Sparrow. 

Falf. Well, that rafcall hath good mcttall in him, he will not 

VUl pnnce. Why what a rafcall art thou then* to pray fe him fo 

^ Falf. fr horfe-baeke(yc euekoe)but a footc hee will not 
fcudge a footc. 

Prin. YesMf.vponinftina:. 

fall\ I crantyc,v.pon inftinft wcll,hc is tiierc too,and onc 

Mordaké', anti-athoufand blcwCapsmore. tVvrcefier is ftolnea- 
way by night.thy fathers beard is turn’d white with the newes* 
you may buy Land now as cheape as flinkingMackiell. ^ 

' Trin. Then tis likc,if thereceme a hot Sunne.and this ciuill 
buffeting hold,we ftrall buv Mayden-heads as they buy Hob- 
nailes.bv theltundreds. ..... n 151 

Falr By the Made lad, thou faift true, it is like vve [hall haue 
goöd tradine, that way. But tell wc Hal ,art not thou horrible a» 
feard ? thoubcingHeire apparant, could the world picke-thcs 
out three fuch Encmies againe, as that fiend Dowglas, that fpirit 
f ercy, and that diuel! Gknhaverå Artnot thouhornbleafraide? 
dothnot thy blood thrill at it? - , 

c Prri. Not awhit yfayth: llacke fomeofthy inftinft. 

Falf Well, thou wilt be horrible chiddc to morrow whe» 
thou commcft to thy Father: if thou doe louc mc, pra&ifean 
anfwere. 

Prin. Doetfhou öand for my Father, and examine me vpon 
the partieulars of my life. 

Fal. Shall I; (ontent: this Chaire fhall be my State,this Dag- 
ger my Scepter,and thisCnfhinmy Crowne. 

Frin. Thy State is caken foraioyndStole^thy goldenScep- 
ter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rieli Crowne, for a 
pittifull ba!d Crowne. 

Fal. Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of thee,.. 
now ftialtthcubemoued. GnicmeeacuppeofSacketosnakc 
anineeyes looke redde, that it may be thought 1 haue wept. 
forl mullfpeakeinpafsion, and I will doc it in Kin -^fambifes. 
vaine, 

E- 2 yri»- . 
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